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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen—LADY MONTAGUE. 


‘* Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. They supply information as tothe person and habits 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEw WHIG GUIDE. 








No. 167.° SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 14, 1835. (Price One Penny. 
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FORTHE SHILOH /i| 


TO LORD HOWE. 


A Hymn to be Sung at all Tory Meeting Houses, and on the 
Birth of the New Shiloh! 
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The Rival Speakers Grinning for the Collar, How (e)! wondrous are thy works, my lord, 


To place and pension both alike inclined 


' ° ‘wawe ! 
Are Whig and Tory, differing in mind, | Eee (a)! Grerenas een Say SP" ; 
So that poor Johnny Bull right well believes, | How (e)! shall we sing thy song, my lord 
He’s but the chance of choosing “twixt two thieves : How (e)! celebrate thy praise * 
The right of giving to Peachum or to Lockit, | ———$—$———— 


A legal preference—to pick his pocket. G. Cowl. Printer, 13. Newcastie Street. Strand 


Vor. IV 
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Britons, rejoice ! lift up your eyes ! 
Send all the Whigs away: 

News from the royal palace flies, 
A Shiloh’s born to day! 





Prepare vour purple swaddling bands, 
Prepare your golden things, 

See Arthur at his cradle stands, 
This miracle of Kings! 





The Lord himself, the mighty Lord! 
Pitied a Queen forlorn. 

He came, he conquered, at a word, 
And lo! a Shiloh’s born! 





So when old Sarah, Gabriel saw, 
With longing, longing, eyes, 

She broke through age and nature's law, 
To Abraham's great surprise. 





Then praise the Lord with joyful tongue, 
Who stands about the throne; 

How(e) can we fail to praise with song, 
Who gave the king a son? 


DR. BLEED-’EM. 


To the Duke of Wellington, 
Hail! thou great modern Atlas! of the state 
Who, for one week, alone didst bear the weight. 
Wise state-physician! who by nostrums sure, 
Will our diseased reformers Ai/! or cure! 
Willing, Sangrado-like, always to bleed us, 
Physic or starve us—any thing but feed us. 
Stern and severe, at Waterloo a hero, 


A foo] at home, in Downing-street a Nero. 
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THE ROYAL BROOM GIRL. 


To Her Majesty. 
Oh, royal broom girl, what a sight 
Thy close-fit petticoats disclose 
Poor little Vicky in a fright, 
Disjointed feels her royal nose. 


The little Princes in a flutter, 
Throw ail their whips and tops away, 
And quarrel with their bread and butter, 
And mope and sulk the live long day 





Her Grace the Duchess—Mother pouts, 
And General Conroy’s in the dumps, 
He dreams no more of Ins and Outs, 


His suit is now no longer trumps! 





The whiskered Ernest rubs his eyes, 
Poor Georgy Cumberland loudly groans. 
While little Cambridge yells and cries, 
That such new cousins he disowns. 





Miss Martineau comes rattling down— 
Swift with four horses post to Brighton, 
Herself as well as all the town, 
On this great subject to enlighten. 











« T hope the little dear will thrive, 
What well the lovely baby be? 








*T will be the sweetest prince alive!” 
Thus talk the tabbies o’er their tea. 


And each old maiden cocks her chin, 
And each old bachelor knowing leers, 
‘‘’Tis never too late to begin, 
Look at the royal couple’s years !” 
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Ah! blest was Malthus in his death, | THE POLITICAL MAN FRED. 
Not witnessing this generation ; | 
The fates in mercy stopped his breath, 


E’er you increased the population. 


Say, what inspired thee, royal fa ir! 
Was it the famous German spring ?* 
Or, was it something in the air? . 
Was it the comet—or the King ? 1h = 
| laced * CG gt 
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Farewell! and may a chopping boy, Le 
With Billy’s sense and Adelaide’s beauty, 
Be given to a nation’s joy, 
E’er Valentine again does duty. 








THE ROYAL BILLY BLACK. 
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C uy wre the Whigs \ 
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To Sir Robert Peel: 


ok See, lost to all his former mirth, 


w 4 


ail | His eyes on heaven, his thoughts on earth, 
He mourns that fatal hour; 
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Sy ISX | When swiftly posting, like the wind, 
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STR SBS | TIMMINS ONS. | Honour and Rome he left behind, 
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Wan LOY A | RTE OSS | For England and for power. 
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SOY \ | Muse on, muse on, thou recreant base, 
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WW WN False to thyself, and true to place— 
Ro . a { . . 
XY NY ot | Bethink thee of that night, 
é ‘Ws When Freepom hailed the funeral flame. 
3 ‘ 
| That blazed upon those towers of shame, 
| And shouted with delight! 
9 1 > 
Because I made ’em Brush | Farewell, farewell, the hear! hear! hears ! 
TO THE KING. Farewell, farewell, the frequent cheers! 
; | Not thy mellifluous speeches 
Hail! thou conundrum of our age, Nor G : , : . 
. we or Goulburn’s figures, gain a vote, 
Britannia’s great first fiddle, ne ; 
: Nor Praed, prepared to turn his coat, 
By turns a fool, by turns a sage, 7 oe 
’ ‘ : Nor Wynn's persuasive screeches. 
A puzzling royal riddle. 
= See Russell guides the opposing storm, 
2. ~ , r ‘Oo ~ 7 > } P ve rT ° 
By turns you make us weep or smile, With Wakley raging for reform, 
Your country’s curse, or glory, And Abercromby too ; 
The BILLY BLACK of Britain’s Isle | Tom Duncombe heads a rattling band, 


Harvey and Hume join hand in hand, 


By turns a Whig, or Tory. 
With fierce O’Connell’s crew. 
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Ruin awaits thee—for the Church. 


* Her Majesty is said by the Court Journal to have derived peculiar advan- Will it } ; I I 
‘li surely leave thee in the lurch, 


Great William’s selfs in doubt, 


tages from drinking at a spring in Germany, called the Child’s Well, which 


has never vet been known to fail in its effects. 
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Stanley and Graham stand aloof, 
While Lyndhurst shows the cloven hoof, 
Prepared to kick you out. 





Be warned in time—retire, retire, 

A child once burnt should dread the fire, 
While you’re in safety go! 

There’s no room for you at home, 

Order vour horses back to Rome, 
And kiss the papal toe. 


THEATRICALS, 





A shoal of new pieces were produced at the theatres on Mon- | 


day, and we were indeed called upon to prove our ubiqituous 


power by being in the Queen's, the Adelphi, and the Olympic at | 


the same moment. ‘ The Married Rake, as acted at the Queen’s, 
is laughable enough, abounding in striking situations, and 
well acted. Let Mr. Parry beware of acting men of fashion— 
he has too much of the cook-shop about him. Let Mrs. Nisbett 
beware, lest seduced by applause, and led on by her own bounding 
good spirits—she should degenerate into hoydening and boisterous 
Let Miss Mordaunt dress her hair more beecomingly, and 
less fashionably—and then all will go right. ‘ The Farmers’ 
Son’ is terrific rubbish. Anderson was out of tune when we 
heard him; and being a bit of a sportsman, should know better 
than to wear so many Cockney shot-bags, charges, gun-picks, tooth- 
picks, and other dandy contrivances about him when he acts ‘ A 
Mr. Huckle should have his throat cut—nothing 
There are two very pretty ballads—* Sophy 


icting. 


Farmer's Son.’ 
else can save him. 


IN LONDON 


| the mercy and consideration of the audience, by Mr. Bartley, the 


of the Feathers, and * Those Sweet Early Days,’ in ‘ The Far- | 


mer’s Son,’ deserving of a better fate, 

Peake’s ‘ Death and the Doctor,’ at Covent Garden, was deserv- 
ediv damned. A dance upon tombstones, a fiddle at a funeral, 
4 asupper in a church-yard vault cannot be more revolting.— 
Death (La Morte) was the principal character—a drunken cobler, 
the main agent of the plot; andthe rest of the business was on the 
old blood and murder system of all melodrames. Vapid dialogues, 
thread-bare jokes, indecent inuendoes, and dirty doub/e-entendres 
formed the staple of the piece—and this revolting, indelicate, and 
offensive production, would have been damned in the first scene, 
had not an ingenious, modest, and manly appeal been made to 


Buckstone’s Plays 
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS, PRICE ONE SHILLING 
EACH. _ 
or WOMAN'S LIFE, being 


BeABELLe; 
the Fourth Number of the Second Volume, | 





No. 1,MARRIED LIFE; No.2, THE RAKE AND HIS | 
PUPIL: No.3, THE CHRISTENING ; witha Portrait of 
the Author 
The First Volume with Preface, Dedications, Portrait, | SIX HINTS TO 
kc, contains | THE BOOK OF 


THE WRECK ASHORE ; 
VICTORINE; | THE BOOK OF 
THE MAY QUEEN 
HENRIETTE THE FORSAKEN ; 
KURAL FELICITY | TRAVELLING PIQUE1 
AND ail Ages By 
rHE PET OF THE PETTICOATS edges, with App: 
With Stage Directions, &c, &c &e.. & he 
W. STRANGE, 21, Paternoster Row; Sparrow, 312, Strand ae ie bv H a 
Purkess, Compton Street: and all Booksellers in the oe, Seow, By and E 
Kingdom 
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G. Cowie, Printer, 13, Newcastie 
PUBLISHED (for the Proprietor) by W 
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Seasonable Novelties, | 
PUBLISHED AT 14, CHANDOS STREET, 
WEST STRAND 
Chis Day, with Humourous Engravings, 


BACHIEL( RS,—pr ce ls. 
COURTSHIP—tIs. 6d., 
THE BOOK OF MATRIMONY,—Is. 6d 


| THE BOOK OF REFINEMENT,—Is. 6d 
|THE BOOK OF GENTILITY.—Is 
A Novel Game, for Children of 
Lady Caroline C—. 
priate Counters, Comic Engravings,| 


SHEFFIELD, 132, 


stage manager. 

If Mr. Peake does not know better than to insult an audience 
by his indecent trash, surely the reader of the theatre should have 
spared us such a cruel infliction, andthe manager such a fruit- 
less expense. The actors did their best for ‘ Death and The Doc- 
tor, —but they are both damned. Mr. Peake, in this production, 
reminds us of the lines in * Byron’s English Bards and Scotch 


Reviewers :— 


Lo! wreathes of yew, not laurels deck thy brow, 
Thy muse ‘ a corse,’"—Apollo’s Sexton thou. 


One word more—the scenes which nightly take place in the 
first circle of this theatre, are disgraceful. No man with any pre- 
tension to delicacy can go there with his family. Profligacy and 
harlots flaunt their vileness in the very face of virtue and res- 
pectability. The manner in which this part of the theatre is 
conducted, is an offence contra bonos mores, and should be put down 
as a nuisance by indictment. If these things must be so, they 
should be confined to the circle immediately above. It is false to 
say that the boxkeepers cannot pretend to discriminate. They know 
every person who ought not be admitted into the dress-boxes, and 
such practices do not go on there. 

Of the other novelties we must postpone further notice—save that 
Haynes Bailey succeeded in his new productions at the Adelphi and 
Olympic; and that unlike poor Peake’s his twins were satisfactory 

We are laying by for the Dramatic Author’s Society. Our limits 
preclude us from an expose of their mummeries at present. 








NOTICE. 


An Imp of Darkness received with thanks. 

We are compelled by the fecundity of the evereworking Seymour, tron 
giving our wonted batch of Brevities this week. Fora like reason, our Inter 
preter is likewise omitted. 

Whiggeries and Waggeries, with Forty Engravings, Price Twopence: ar 
Re-printed, and a copious supply is flowing to all parts of the United Kingdom, 
from the counter of our Publisher, in Paternoster Row. 

No. 166, containing that caricature of the Tailors of Downing Street, which 
has caused such a sensation in the Cabinet, is still on sale. No. 165, in 
which we gave the double caricatures of Mother Church Reforming the Minis- 
ters! and The City Flare-up; is re-printed—a measure to which we hav: 
been compelled by the impudent attempt of His Majesty’s Ministers to smothe: 
the ridicule heaped on them in that number, by buying it up. A few numbers 
of 164, containing the Four Election Caricatures, may be still got. Our Pub- 
lisher will give a shilling for any number of 165. 








VEXHE FINEST BEAVER HATS, 21s 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 6d. 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s 


The above are manufactured of the most choice ma 
terials, and finished inthe highest style of fashion—they 
never spot with rain nor lose their shape. 


FRANKS AND CO. 
with Engravings. Sole Patentees and Manufacturers. 


with ditto. 3 : 
‘ " 140, Regent Street, West. 
ls., with ditto. London ¢ . ’ 
with ditto 62, Redcross Street, City 
6d.. with ditto. Pa:is. .. 97, Rue Richelieu. 
Edinburgh, 6, St. Andrew Street. 
Dublin... 3, Sackville Street 





Price ls. 6d., gilt 





N.B.—Franks and Co. are the only Manu- 
facturers who really supply the Public at the 


_ +t Street ‘ . . 
k ieet street W holesale Price 





Street, Strand. 


STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW 


